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blood and gunpowder.
by roselyn dunbar

The door across the room opened,
drawing her attention up with it. As DeLune Candor looked up from the files on
her desk, the harsh light from the lamp on
the desk she was sitting at illuminated her
face.
Three people came in through the now
open door, and loud music from the nightclub proper came in with them, making DeLune wince slightly at the volume. Two men
walked, dragging a third between them.
“Jeremy, Wilson,” DeLune greeted.
“Do bring him in. I think Levi and I
need to have a little chat alone, so you two
can wait outside. And shut the door when
you go, if you would.”
Her voice was strong and clear, but
she nearly had to shout to be heard over
the bumping music coming in through the
door.
The two men nodded and released the
third, letting him fall to the floor in a heap
as they left the way they came.
The door shut behind them, and the
music was muffled to a level that DeLune
was more comfortable with, a volume where
she no longer had to shout. There were a
few brief moments of silence while DeLune
composed herself, her serious brown eyes
trained on the man on the floor.
“Levi,” she greeted at last. “It’s wonderful to see you again.”
The figure on the floor moved, adjusting himself so that he could look up at DeLune with hatred in his eyes. He was bound
and gagged, bruised and bleeding, and DeLune was pleased that her henchmen had
followed her orders.
“Did you really think I would be so stupid as to not take notice of your little plot?”
She gestured to the desk in front of her,
which was covered in papers—surveillance
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files from the past few weeks. “I had a few
of the boys follow you around, and not only
did they find out that you were embezzling
from the Syndicate, but that you were also
planning on usurping me.” She uncrossed
her legs and stood with the harsh clack of
heels on linoleum. “That’s unacceptable,
you do understand. We have a reputation
to uphold, and if we allowed you to live after this, well…” DeLune rounded the desk,
pausing next to her purse. “That wouldn’t
look good for us, would it? The New Moon’s
going soft, they would say, and we simply
can’t have that.”
DeLune reached into her bag for the
gun she knew was there. As she drew the
weapon out, Levi’s eyes widened and he
started making pitiful noises against the
gag in his mouth, writhing in an attempt to
break free of his bonds.
“It’s nothing personal, Levi,” she assured him, taking aim. “I’m just protecting
what’s mine.”
She fired.
A few errant drops of blood spattered
against her face and hands, and the scent of
gunpowder filled the room.
There was the briefest of pauses before
Levi’s body slumped to the ground.
She set the gun down on the desk, picking up her purse. She searched inside for the
packet of wipes she had, finding them without issue. She took out a wipe and started
delicately cleaning the blood off her face
and hands, making sure to get the drops
that had worked their way into the creases
in her dark skin.
Her phone buzzed, illuminating the inside of her purse with faint blue light, drawing her eye. She plucked the device out of
her bag, eyes scanning the screen. Despite
herself, her lips quirked up in a soft smile.

She unlocked her phone and typed out
a reply.
I’m looking forward to seeing you
as well, she wrote. Remember, darling, 8
o’clock.
As she hit send, she checked the time.
7:16.
Her heart started thudding like mad.
She threw away the wipe, leaving the
scene for the cleaner, whenever he would
arrive.
She left the room at a fast walk, nodding to the boys outside.
“Have someone come clean up in there,
would you, boys? And make sure that the
body is dumped somewhere public; we can’t
have someone else trying the same stunt.”
DeLune left the nightclub through the
back entrance without waiting for a response, seeing her black limousine parked
and already running, lights illuminating the
alley.
The dying winter light caught on her
hair, illuminating dark browns streaked
with grey.
She tucked a strand of her short hair behind her ear, which was already starting to
chill in the crisp, cold air.
She climbed into the backseat, fishing
in her purse for a cigarette.
“Home,” she said, finding the carton.
“And see if you could find a quicker way
there, I have a date at 8 o’clock and I need to
get cleaned up.”
The limousine began to move just as
DeLune opened the carton of cigarettes,
taking what was her second cigarette of
the day from the carton. She usually didn’t
smoke that much, but sometimes the nerves
needed a little help. She fished out a lighter
as well and lit her cigarette, taking a pull
from it.
DeLune cracked the window and
breathed out, watching the smoke get
pulled out of the car by the passing wind.
Her mind was racing.
She had to do it. Levi had been a threat,
a great threat. He wouldn’t have been

stopped any other way, and she had simply
acted before the threat had become a problem.
That didn’t mean she enjoyed it, however.
DeLune’s eyes flicked down, and she
took another drag from her cigarette.
She held out a hand and looked at it,
noticing she was shaking slightly.
What would they think if they could
see me now? DeLune thought darkly. A
mob boss, shaken by killing someone. How
ridiculous.
Relax, old girl, she thought to herself,
taking a deep breath. It’s just the adrenaline.
To make matters worse, it was later
than she had anticipated. She wouldn’t
have enough time to shower by the time she
got home; she would scarcely have time to
change and fix her makeup.
Despite her worrying, the drive home
was a touch faster than normal, which she
was thankful for.
By the time they reached the gate surrounding her mansion, she had finished her
cigarette.
The guard at the gate buzzed them inside, and the limo started the long trek up
the hill to where her house sat. The mansion itself was a pristine white with black
trim, and had a neatly groomed landscape
surrounding it.
The limo pulled up in front of the house
and stopped.
“Thank you,” DeLune said over her
shoulder as she got out of the car.
“You’re welcome, Miss Candor.”
She climbed the steps to her door, unlocking it and going in.
Immediately, she heard the familiar
chirping meow of her cat, along with the
hurried padding of tiny feet as Betelgeuse
came to welcome her home.
He rounded the corner in a flash of orange, coming to a stop next to her feet.
“I have to get ready,” she told him,
heading for the stairs without stopping to
pet him.
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She felt his green eyes boring into her
back, but she ascended the stairs and headed to her room, opening the door and closing it behind her as she stepped inside.
DeLune removed her soiled clothes,
pausing as she looked at the clock.
7:42.
She swore quietly, going into the master bathroom. She checked her face in the
reflection, making sure that she didn’t miss
any blood when she had been cleaning her
face. There were no errant splatters, and she
was pleased.
She set about getting dressed again, and
just when she had gotten on a pair of black
slacks, she heard the doorbell ring.
“Early, as always,” DeLune gritted out.
She finished putting on new clothes,
pausing for a moment as she realized she
had nowhere suitable to hide her soiled
ones. She gathered them up and put them
in the bottom of her hamper, wincing at the
thought that the blood on them would get
on her other clothes. She very well couldn’t
just leave them out in the open, though, so
the hamper would have to do.
DeLune fluffed her hair as she left, giving herself a passing glance in the mirror
to make sure there was nothing glaringly
wrong.
The doorbell rang again, and DeLune
hurried down the steps to the vestibule. She
opened the door, a small smile fixed on her
face.
Jubilee Waters stood just outside the
door, hands behind her back with that
hopeful and lovesick look on her face that
she got whenever she was around DeLune,
the look DeLune found to be charming.
Despite herself, DeLune’s heart swelled.
Jubilee wasn’t dressed for the weather,
she was wearing a tank top with no jacket.
DeLune’s eyes narrowed ever so slightly.
…and she had that godawful raggedy
brown purse she was so fond of, the one she
refused to let DeLune replace.
Purse or no purse, Jubilee Waters was a
pretty thing. That had been the first thing
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DeLune had noticed about her when they
had met. The second was that she smiled
easily and laughed often, and DeLune loved
her for it.
They had a significant age gap, the two
of them, DeLune would be the first to admit
it.
She was old enough to be Jubilee’s
mother, but Jubilee was into it and DeLune
was into her, so they found a way to make
it work.
DeLune’s hands twitched, and she realized she had only cleaned them off with her
wipes.
“Jubilee,” she greeted, ignoring the feeling. “Come in, darling, my apologies for taking so long. I didn’t know that you weren’t
dressed for the weather.”
Jubilee stepped inside, shrugging. “I’m
not cold.”
DeLune fixed her with a look, shutting
the door behind her. “Liar. Now, what do
you have behind your back, hm?” She gave
her a grin. “Don’t keep me waiting, darling,
it’s impolite.”
Jubilee brought her hands to her front,
and in them was a single lavender rose. She
was smiling now, the small gap in her front
teeth noticeable but charming.
DeLune couldn’t help a small, gentle smile in return. She reached out and
delicately took the rose from Jubilee. She
brought it up to her nose to smell it, inhaling the fresh floral scent.
“The lady at the flower shop told me it
was a good way to say ‘I love you.’”
“That’s most certainly true,” DeLune
agreed.
She hesitated a moment before she extended a hand to pull Jubilee in close, intending to pull her in by the front of her
shirt. Jubilee intercepted the hand, gently
holding it in hers.
DeLune’s breath caught in her throat,
and she wanted to snatch her hand away to
keep Jubilee from being soiled by her touch.
Jubilee’s hands were chilled from being
outside, and DeLune could see the differ-

ences between her own hands and Jubilee’s.
Hers were strong while DeLune’s were slender, and Jubilee’s skin was several shades
darker than her own. Jubilee’s dark eyes
looked at her as she brought the hand up to
press a delicate kiss to her knuckles.
“Aren’t you one for romance tonight?”
DeLune teased, but her heart was beating
like mad at the thought that Jubilee might
be able to smell the gunpowder that might
still linger on her hands, or taste the blood.
That made Jubilee smile all the same.
“I just want to…” Jubilee’s eyes darted
away in a way that was almost shy. “…show
how much you mean to me.”
DeLune took her hand out of Jubilee’s
and pulled her in close, kissing her gentle and sweet. When they parted, DeLune
opened her mouth to speak, pausing as she
noticed Jubilee’s creased brow. Her heart
rate started to speed up.
“Yes, darling?”
“You taste like cigarettes.”
DeLune had to stop herself from sighing
in relief. This, I can deal with, she thought.
“I’m sorry, dear, I had a very long day at
work and the nerves simply needed a little
help.”
Jubilee’s brow didn’t smoothen. “You
promised me you would stop smoking.”
DeLune’s hand almost started the journey to Jubilee’s cheek, but stopped. Her gaze
flicked away from Jubilee’s face, not wanting to see that disappointed expression.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “I made a promise, and I went back on my word. That’s…
on me.”
DeLune opened her purse, finding her
carton of cigarettes. “Here,” she said, handing them to Jubilee. “A gesture of good
faith.”
Jubilee took the carton, still looking at
her.
“You could buy more.”
“I could,” DeLune acknowledged, “but
I will do my best not to.”
Jubilee seemed satisfied with that answer, and tucked the carton away in her

own purse.
“Let me put this in water, and then we
can settle in and watch that movie you were
talking about, alright?”
Jubilee nodded. “Alright.” She turned
her attention back to her purse, looking for
the DVD she had presumably brought with
her.
DeLune left her in the vestibule, headed
for the kitchen. She soon enough found a
vase to put the flower in, filling it with water
and setting it on the counter in plain sight.
She paused a moment before heading
back to the sink, turning the water on and
scrubbing her hands.
After she dried them, she headed back
to the living room, where she found Jubilee
waiting with a movie in hand. As soon as
she entered, Jubilee chattered on about the
movie they were to watch, heading over to
the DVD player to put the movie in.
DeLune sat down on the couch, admiring the view for a moment. Jubilee’s hair
was in a braid that hung all the way to her
waist, momentarily taking her eyes away
from what she really wanted to stare at.
DeLune was hit by a thought, and she
found herself speaking.
“Darling, how was work today? It
slipped my mind until now, and I figured
that I should ask you.”
Jubilee paused for a moment, not turning to face her. “The body we found last
week? The Syndicate ordered the hit. And
they’re untouchable, as always,” Jubilee
sighed. “But we’ve been tracking a few of
their shipments, and-“ Jubilee stopped herself. “It’s still an ongoing case, I probably
shouldn’t talk about it until it’s closed.”
“That’s wise,” DeLune said, but her interest was peaked. She made a mental note
to contact one of her remaining lieutenants
and have them move the pick-up locations
of their shipments. “Anything you can and
want to talk about?”
There were a few seconds where Jubilee
seemed to think. “No, the Syndicate is what
I’m focused on right now, and the body and
39

She felt his green eyes boring into her
back, but she ascended the stairs and headed to her room, opening the door and closing it behind her as she stepped inside.
DeLune removed her soiled clothes,
pausing as she looked at the clock.
7:42.
She swore quietly, going into the master bathroom. She checked her face in the
reflection, making sure that she didn’t miss
any blood when she had been cleaning her
face. There were no errant splatters, and she
was pleased.
She set about getting dressed again, and
just when she had gotten on a pair of black
slacks, she heard the doorbell ring.
“Early, as always,” DeLune gritted out.
She finished putting on new clothes,
pausing for a moment as she realized she
had nowhere suitable to hide her soiled
ones. She gathered them up and put them
in the bottom of her hamper, wincing at the
thought that the blood on them would get
on her other clothes. She very well couldn’t
just leave them out in the open, though, so
the hamper would have to do.
DeLune fluffed her hair as she left, giving herself a passing glance in the mirror
to make sure there was nothing glaringly
wrong.
The doorbell rang again, and DeLune
hurried down the steps to the vestibule. She
opened the door, a small smile fixed on her
face.
Jubilee Waters stood just outside the
door, hands behind her back with that
hopeful and lovesick look on her face that
she got whenever she was around DeLune,
the look DeLune found to be charming.
Despite herself, DeLune’s heart swelled.
Jubilee wasn’t dressed for the weather,
she was wearing a tank top with no jacket.
DeLune’s eyes narrowed ever so slightly.
…and she had that godawful raggedy
brown purse she was so fond of, the one she
refused to let DeLune replace.
Purse or no purse, Jubilee Waters was a
pretty thing. That had been the first thing
38

DeLune had noticed about her when they
had met. The second was that she smiled
easily and laughed often, and DeLune loved
her for it.
They had a significant age gap, the two
of them, DeLune would be the first to admit
it.
She was old enough to be Jubilee’s
mother, but Jubilee was into it and DeLune
was into her, so they found a way to make
it work.
DeLune’s hands twitched, and she realized she had only cleaned them off with her
wipes.
“Jubilee,” she greeted, ignoring the feeling. “Come in, darling, my apologies for taking so long. I didn’t know that you weren’t
dressed for the weather.”
Jubilee stepped inside, shrugging. “I’m
not cold.”
DeLune fixed her with a look, shutting
the door behind her. “Liar. Now, what do
you have behind your back, hm?” She gave
her a grin. “Don’t keep me waiting, darling,
it’s impolite.”
Jubilee brought her hands to her front,
and in them was a single lavender rose. She
was smiling now, the small gap in her front
teeth noticeable but charming.
DeLune couldn’t help a small, gentle smile in return. She reached out and
delicately took the rose from Jubilee. She
brought it up to her nose to smell it, inhaling the fresh floral scent.
“The lady at the flower shop told me it
was a good way to say ‘I love you.’”
“That’s most certainly true,” DeLune
agreed.
She hesitated a moment before she extended a hand to pull Jubilee in close, intending to pull her in by the front of her
shirt. Jubilee intercepted the hand, gently
holding it in hers.
DeLune’s breath caught in her throat,
and she wanted to snatch her hand away to
keep Jubilee from being soiled by her touch.
Jubilee’s hands were chilled from being
outside, and DeLune could see the differ-

ences between her own hands and Jubilee’s.
Hers were strong while DeLune’s were slender, and Jubilee’s skin was several shades
darker than her own. Jubilee’s dark eyes
looked at her as she brought the hand up to
press a delicate kiss to her knuckles.
“Aren’t you one for romance tonight?”
DeLune teased, but her heart was beating
like mad at the thought that Jubilee might
be able to smell the gunpowder that might
still linger on her hands, or taste the blood.
That made Jubilee smile all the same.
“I just want to…” Jubilee’s eyes darted
away in a way that was almost shy. “…show
how much you mean to me.”
DeLune took her hand out of Jubilee’s
and pulled her in close, kissing her gentle and sweet. When they parted, DeLune
opened her mouth to speak, pausing as she
noticed Jubilee’s creased brow. Her heart
rate started to speed up.
“Yes, darling?”
“You taste like cigarettes.”
DeLune had to stop herself from sighing
in relief. This, I can deal with, she thought.
“I’m sorry, dear, I had a very long day at
work and the nerves simply needed a little
help.”
Jubilee’s brow didn’t smoothen. “You
promised me you would stop smoking.”
DeLune’s hand almost started the journey to Jubilee’s cheek, but stopped. Her gaze
flicked away from Jubilee’s face, not wanting to see that disappointed expression.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “I made a promise, and I went back on my word. That’s…
on me.”
DeLune opened her purse, finding her
carton of cigarettes. “Here,” she said, handing them to Jubilee. “A gesture of good
faith.”
Jubilee took the carton, still looking at
her.
“You could buy more.”
“I could,” DeLune acknowledged, “but
I will do my best not to.”
Jubilee seemed satisfied with that answer, and tucked the carton away in her

own purse.
“Let me put this in water, and then we
can settle in and watch that movie you were
talking about, alright?”
Jubilee nodded. “Alright.” She turned
her attention back to her purse, looking for
the DVD she had presumably brought with
her.
DeLune left her in the vestibule, headed
for the kitchen. She soon enough found a
vase to put the flower in, filling it with water
and setting it on the counter in plain sight.
She paused a moment before heading
back to the sink, turning the water on and
scrubbing her hands.
After she dried them, she headed back
to the living room, where she found Jubilee
waiting with a movie in hand. As soon as
she entered, Jubilee chattered on about the
movie they were to watch, heading over to
the DVD player to put the movie in.
DeLune sat down on the couch, admiring the view for a moment. Jubilee’s hair
was in a braid that hung all the way to her
waist, momentarily taking her eyes away
from what she really wanted to stare at.
DeLune was hit by a thought, and she
found herself speaking.
“Darling, how was work today? It
slipped my mind until now, and I figured
that I should ask you.”
Jubilee paused for a moment, not turning to face her. “The body we found last
week? The Syndicate ordered the hit. And
they’re untouchable, as always,” Jubilee
sighed. “But we’ve been tracking a few of
their shipments, and-“ Jubilee stopped herself. “It’s still an ongoing case, I probably
shouldn’t talk about it until it’s closed.”
“That’s wise,” DeLune said, but her interest was peaked. She made a mental note
to contact one of her remaining lieutenants
and have them move the pick-up locations
of their shipments. “Anything you can and
want to talk about?”
There were a few seconds where Jubilee
seemed to think. “No, the Syndicate is what
I’m focused on right now, and the body and
39

the shipments are all that’s really happening
at the moment that we can directly link to
them.” Jubilee paused. “Enough about me,
how was your day?”
DeLune froze for a moment before she
regained her composure.
“The same old story,” she sighed. “Dealing with insubordinates.”
“Is that why you smoked?”
“Yes. I knew the meeting was going to
happen, so I had a cigarette before and afterwards.”
“That stressful?” Jubilee sounded surprised. “Usually you handle things better
than that.”
“I know, but there were special circumstances today.”
At that moment, Betelgeuse chose to
make an entrance, running into the room
like a cat possessed. He surveyed the situation briefly before barreling into Jubilee,
head butting her softly in an attempt to get
her to pet him.
“Hey, Beets!” Jubilee had a small smile
on her face now, and the previous conversation topic was abandoned as she pet the cat.
“Hello! I haven’t seen you in awhile, mister,
where have you been?”
Betelgeuse chirruped in response, rubbing against her and purring so loud that
even DeLune could hear him from the distance.
“He’s missed you,” DeLune said, a soft
smile on her face.
“I can tell!” Jubilee was content petting
Betelgeuse for a time before she seemed to
stop and think for a moment. “Do you have
any popcorn? We can’t have a movie night
without popcorn.”
“It’s in the pantry.”
Jubilee got up and headed to the kitchen—cat merrily in tow—and DeLune got
her phone.
She dialed a number she knew by heart,
and waited while it rang.
“Edie?” DeLune asked as soon as the
person on the other end picked up. “I can’t
talk for very long, but move our pick-up lo40

cations for the shipments coming in. Someone leaked information and the cops might
have the locations.”
“Understood, boss,” Edie said. “Any
idea who the rat is?”
“None whatsoever,” DeLune replied,
“but I’ll find out. Goodbye.”
She hung up just in time to hear Jubilee
calling from the kitchen.
“Why am I not surprised,” Jubilee started, “that the popcorn you have is the gourmet stuff?”
“You know my tastes well enough by
now, darling. Did you really expect me to
have subpar popcorn?”
“I was expecting the stuff you have to
stick in the microwave,” Jubilee said, reappearing with a bag of caramel and dark
chocolate covered popcorn that was one of
DeLune’s many guilty pleasures.
DeLune simply gave her a look.
“Fair point.”
Jubilee laid on the couch next to her,
opening up the bag. Betelgeuse leapt up
onto the couch as well, settling next to Jubilee’s legs.
DeLune got up and turned the TV on,
and hit play on the DVD player.
“Oops.”
“It’s alright, darling. We both know you
think with your stomach before anything
else.”
“I take offense to that,” Jubilee replied,
but she was smiling at the good-natured
teasing.
DeLune came back to her and bent
down, going to put a hand on Jubilee’s
cheek with a quip on the tip of her tongue.
Don’t soil her, some part of her
screamed.
She slowly retracted the hand instead,
the quip dying on her tongue.
Jubilee’s brow creased. “What’s wrong?”
“I was just going to kiss you, was all,”
DeLune lied, “but I remembered that I taste
like cigarettes.”
“You do,” Jubilee told her, looking past
her to the screen.

DeLune winced and laid on the couch
in front of Jubilee, and Jubilee pulled her
close so that DeLune’s back was resting
against her chest. Jubilee moved the bag of
popcorn so that it was in front of DeLune
and therefore accessible to both of them.
Betelgeuse purred in contentment from his
place snuggled between DeLune’s legs and
Jubilee’s.
The movie started, and DeLune tried
to keep her attention on the screen, failing
as her thoughts ran wild. Her mind was far
more focused on where her hands were in
relation to Jubilee than on what was happening in the movie.
Every time Jubilee touched her, whether it was the accidental brush of Jubilee’s
fingers on her side while she was trying to
get popcorn, or just the constant contact
with Jubilee’s form behind her, DeLune felt
worse and worse about the whole predicament. The situation progressed from not
wanting to touch Jubilee with her hands
to not wanting to touch her at all, for fear
that any contact would make Jubilee’s civil
hands unclean.
DeLune wasn’t a good person, she knew
that. Being at the top of a crime syndicate
tended to dirty one’s hands more than they
cared to admit.
Sometimes, she entertained the notion
of getting out of the business, appointing
someone else to handle the affairs while
she settled back to live comfortably on the
money she’d made. But being at the top
meant that few dared try her, and getting
out of the business suddenly meant that
she was an easy target for those who carried
grudges.
Not to mention that her order in regards
to Jubilee would be disregarded.
She had strict rules in place saying that
this particular cop was off-limits, and those
rules kept Jubilee safe. If she stepped down,
Jubilee wouldn’t have that extra layer of
protection.
Not for the first time, she wondered
how Jubilee would react if—when, DeLune

thought despite herself—she found out that
DeLune was the head of The Syndicate.
Would she be as soft with her as she
was being now? Or would she pull away in
disgust and revulsion at the person DeLune
really was?
The thought of Jubilee looking at her
with hatred and disgust always turned her
stomach. When she looked at her with disappointment when DeLune smoked was
bad enough, and she knew she wouldn’t be
able to bear it ifDeLune nearly jumped out of her skin
when Jubilee threaded their fingers together
in a casual way that would normally have
her smiling at Jubilee’s sentimental ways.
This time, she had to fight to keep from ripping her hand out of the embrace.
She was glad there was a movie on, because her face took an extra few seconds to
compose, and her words came a little slower
than normal.
“Darling…” DeLune started, trailing off.
After a moment, she found herself sitting up.
“What’s wrong?”
DeLune grabbed the remote and
pressed pause, rubbing at her temples.
“I’m sorry, darling, I’m just a little scattered today. Work was…quite frankly a lot
and I fear I’m not in the proper headspace to
watch this at the moment.”
“Is there anything I can do to help?”
DeLune sighed. “Sadly, I don’t think
so.”
Jubilee sat up as well, putting a hand on
DeLune’s shoulders.
“You’re tense,” she noted quietly. There
were a few moments of silence before she
spoke again. “Do you want me to go?”
“No. No, I don’t want you to feel punished for my inability to focus, dear.”
“I won’t. I understand that sometimes
things are just a little much, I will completely understand if you want me to leave.” Jubilee gave DeLune’s shoulder a squeeze. “Do
you want to do something else?”
“Such as?”
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the shipments are all that’s really happening
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Jubilee’s phone buzzed and lit up, interrupting them. Jubilee snatched it up and answered.
“Yeah, boss?” Jubilee’ face fell as the
person on the other end of the phone spoke.
She nodded once, twice. “Understood, I’ll
be right there.”
Jubilee hung up, a great and heavy sigh
coming from her chest.
“Did something happen?”
“A known Syndicate member was just
found with a bullet in his brain,” Jubilee
said, making DeLune tense. Jubilee gave her
a peck on the cheek. “I guess I do have to
leave. Here, I’ll leave the movie here and we
can watch it the next time I’m over, alright?”
DeLune gave Jubilee a smile that was
slightly forced. “Alright, darling. Stay safe.”
The sentiment was unnecessary. Anyone who harmed Jubilee would face the full
wrath of The Syndicate, and that threat
kept her safe.
“I will.” Jubilee stood, putting on her
purse. “Take the rest of tonight to relax, alright? You work too hard.”
“Someone has to.”
“That someone doesn’t always have
to be you,” Jubilee said, giving her a goodnatured eye roll. “Have a drink, take a bath,
perhaps eat some of that ice cream you have
hidden in the back of your freezer.” At DeLune’s look, Jubilee laughed. “You know
I’m right. Until next time, DeLune.”
“Until next time, Jubilee.”
“I’ll text you when I’m home.”
“Alright.”
Jubilee left, and DeLune waited until
the door had opened and shut before she let
out a sigh.
Betelgeuse looked at her with that infernal unblinking gaze cats had, as if he was
mad at her for driving away the other person who kept him warm.
DeLune stood, grabbing the popcorn
bag. She headed to the kitchen, grabbing a
clip to seal the bag and placing it back in the
pantry. She left the kitchen after that, heading to her study and to where she knew a
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good, stiff drink waited for her.
She loved Jubilee, she really did, but
sometimes, she wondered if Jubilee would
have been better off with anyone else as a
girlfriend.
She was a dangerous person, and she
was putting Jubilee in danger by being in a
relationship with her.
The fact remained.
Their relationship was balanced on top
of a lie, and soon enough that lie would
come crashing down.
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